ot

s aemee

SHE PLAYED CROQUET.

I thought she was alovely sight,

As daintily arrayed in white,

With rosy cheeks and glances bright,
That summer day
She played croquek

Until beneath a shady tree
I stopped to rest, which chanced to be
‘Whore in the kitchen I could see
That summer day
8he played croquet

And there alone in that hot place

Her mother stood with careworn face,

And iroucd a gown all frills and lace,
That summer day
She played croquek

A gown, the very connterpart
Of that she wore with witching art;
-And so she did not win my heart
That sutamor day
She vlzyed croquet.
—Harper's Bazar.

MY DRUMMER-BOY.

‘Well-nigh twenty yearshave passed
since the sound of the last gun of the
war of the Rebellion died away in si-
tence. The enmities engendered by the
bitter struggle are buried with the na-
tion’s dead. The blue and gray who
fell lie peacefully side by side, and we,
the blueand gray who live, have clasped
hands together, and spoken loyal words
of courtesy and friendship.

But the children of that dark hour
have grown to be young men and wom-
en, and know little of war but its holi-
day pomp and glory; so I have brought
this little sketch from memory’s port-
folio that they may catch a passing
glimpse of its stern reality, and part-
1y, too, that they may see how suffer-
ing heroism someiimes finds its home
in young, brave hearts.

Early in the year 1863 the Uuion for-
ces, in one of the regiments of which I
‘was an officer, lay encamped near Wil-
mington, North C -olina. There had
‘been an exchange o. risoners, and the
sick from Andersonville had Yeen car-
ried by boat down the Cape Fear River
$0 Wilmington.

Partly from sympathy, and partly,
perhaps, from curiosity, I had come in
from our camp, which was located a
few miles out of the city, to visit the
hospital. An old brick warehouse was
utilized for this purpose. It wasalong,
low, narrow building and the sick men

-lay on the floor, with their Leads to the
wall, in two rows up and down the
-room. As I entered from the street

-and passed slowly along hetween them,
the wan, haggard faces of the sick men
seemed ghastly in the uncertain light.
It was a forlorn and desolate sick-room,
indeed, and I did not wonder that the
poor fellows were discouraged and al-
most despairing.

As I moved on I was startled at see-

-ing what seemed to be the faco of a

mere child among the sick men—a lad
of not over thirteen years—propped up
sgainst the wall. A tattered old blan-
ket covered him. His hair was long and

neglected, his cheeks sunken and fever-
:ish, and his body emaciated almost be-
_yond belief.

I can give no idea of the pitiable,
skeleton-like thinness of the little fel-
low. On his arms was hardly any
flesh. His knees pointed the worn
blanket sharply as it covered them, and
’his diseased feet had become utterly
lifeless, with the toes and the ball of
~the foot entirvely gone from one of them.

1 was in horror at the sight; but as
-the poor little sufferer noticed 1y
: gtartled look, he said, in a bright, cheery
~watce, ‘They aint good for much, are
YXhey, lieutenant? See here!” and to
my unspeakabledismay, with his fingers
he broke off a piece of the dead flcsh,
as one would snap off the end of u chalk-
pencil.

While I shuddered atthe sight, my
heart was taken captive by the cheer-
ful, undaunted spirit of the boy. Ob-
taining permission, I bathed him,
combed his hair, and in a short time
had him in clean clothing and under «
decent blanket. He was so patient,
.grateful and enthusiastic over his new
possessions, that my admiration and af-
Afection for the little fellow rapidly in-
.ereasad.

“O lieutenant, aint they just splen-
+did?” he burst out as he first saw the
-new blue blouse with its bright brass
buttons, and felt of the soft blanket.
““Ain’t I glad to be clean again! I
-wish I could see myself now. You're
right good to me, sir, and I thank yon
very much.” \

He must have been a beautiful boy
Jbefore privation and disease had emaci-
ated him. He had thick, curly, brown
fhair, large, speaking eves. delicate nos-
trils, and & chin in whicl: there nestled
the shadow of what must have been a
oharming dimple. Exposure and sick-
ness had clouded, but not entirely
spoiled, a fair, clear complexion, and he
:stili retained a frank and wonderfully
‘winning smile, and out of his eyes
looked a dountless spirit, which evil as-
-sociations had failel to corrupt or cap-
:tivity to subdue.

He was, in a word, a boy whom every
-woman would have been drawn to and
l:ave loved, whom any man might have
been proud to call his son.

His name, he told me, was Arthur
Perry, his home in Ohio, his mother a

widow. He was a drummer-boy, had
been captured some months before
‘while with an ammunition train, and

had endured all the privations of prison-
life ever since. Sickness had broken
his constitution, and reduced him to a
shadow. He was weak and feverish.
His one great desire was to get home to
his mother, whom he seemed to idolize.
Taking my hand, he said,—

“It was pretty hard, sometimes, when
there wasn’t anything to eat and I was
sick, and it was wet and cold. Some-
times I was so lonesome and homesick I
couldn’t help erying, and it seemed as
if I never should get home. But 1t’s all
over nowv. I'm going home to mother.
I wish you knew her, lieutenant. She's
the dearest, lovelist mother in the
world, and oh, I do love her so! Do
you suppose she’ll know me?”

“Why, of course she’ll know yon,
and she'll be very proud of you, too,” I
replied.

“Do you really think she will? You
don’t think these will make any differ-
ence, do you?” he asked, chokingly, as
he pointed to his crippled feet.

“No, no, no, my dear boy. She will
only love you a thousand times the
more.”

“I'mglad you think so, lieutenant,”
and he went on to picture his coming
home—how his mother would fold him
m her arms and kiss him again and
again, and how his little brother and sis-
ter would listen to hisstories with wide-
open eyes, and how he would run out to
see his old school-fellows—heve, as the
thought of his poor, useless fect flashed
through his mind, his voice faltered, a
tear stole out from under the long lash-
es, as he laid his head on my shoulder.
But it was only for a moment. The
brave little soul was up again.

“You see I aint used to it yet,” he
said, with a pathetic smile, as he brushed
away the tears. As he talked of his
far-away home his eyes grew so bright
and he seemed so fresh and strong that
I began to think perhaps he would live
to reach home. But he soon wearied
and fell into a restless sleep, his head
still on my shoulder, his hands clasped
about my arm, as if he feared that some
way in his slecp he might be taken
away.

As I passed out, I asked a surgeon if
it would not be well to send for his
mother. He said it would be useless,
as the boy could not possibly live the
week out. That night I obtained leave
to remain at the hospital a day or two.
‘When I went down next morning my
little friend was expecting me, and
when he saw me coming his face lighted.

“Good mornming,” said I; “how did
you rest last night ?”

“I'm glad you've come early, lieuten-
ant. I've had the strangest dream, and
is was splendid, too. I want to tell yon
abont it.”

His eyes were unnaturally bright,
his cheeks ftushed, and his whole face
aglow with pleasure at my coming and
exitement about his dream. I bathed
his face and hands, brushed the cluster-
ing hair, and told him meanwhile that I
was going tv tuke care of him for a day
or two, and was amply paid for it by
his delight and grateful happiness.
“And now,” said I, ;“let’s hear that won-
de~ful dream.”

“You see,” he began, “after you left

me last night I went right to sleep, and
thought I was somewhere else, only I
didn't know where it was, but I could
look up and see the stars in the sky.
It seeized to me there were never so
many before. And they kept twinkling
so that I thought that something must
be the matter, and I found out some
way that they were all very angry be-
cause the moon had been coming up so
early the last few nights.
“Then, all of asudden, while I was
thinking about the stars, there was my
cld drum lying by my side. Where it
came from I didn’t know, and I didn’t
care, either. Oh, but I was glad to see
it once more!

“I picked it up, slung the strap over
my neck, and began to play to see if it
was all nght. It sounded just as it
used to, and there wasn’t a single thing
broken or wrong sbout it. You cangt
guess how good it seemed to be at it
again!

“Then I thought I'd see if I could re-
member all the different calls. I be-
gan with the Assembly, and I could
play it just as well as ever I could, and
I beat and beat and forgot everything
else, till I looked up a minute,—and
then, what d» you think?

“The sky was just as full as could be
of shooting stars. I couldn’t imagine
what it all meant; but I watched the
stars, and 1 saw, pretty quick, that
they had heard the drum-call and were
hurrying up from every direction, and
falling into line just like soldiers.

“The biggest stars were the generals,
the next biggest were the colonels, and
then came the lieutenant-colonels and
the mujors, the captaius and lieutenants
and the sergeants and the corporals;
and the littlest starsofall were the priv-
ates.

“Well, when I saw what they were
doing, I kept right on at the Assembly,
until there was a great army of stars
drawn up right across the sky. I didn’t
know what they were going todo, but I
guessed they were getting ready to at-
tack the moon, and drive it back out of
the sky.

“And so, when every star was in its
place and the ranks all dressed, I sound-
ed the Advance and the army moved off
just like veterans. There wasn’t a single
break in the line. When they had
marched up pretty near to where the
moon was intrenched, I beat the Charge,
and the brave little stars rushed right
up into the face of the enemy.

“Then I thought there was a terrible
battle. But before long I began to see
first one poor, pale little star, and then
another, and another, fall back and
drop down, down, down througn the
sky, until they were lost out of sight,
and I thought, Oh, the poor fellows,

they must be the killed and the wound-
ed and the missing.

“And all the while the moon didn’t
give way at all. Pretty soon my poor
stars began to fall faster and faster,
until thousands and thousands went
dropping, falling down out of the sky.

“And I just couldn’t stand it any
longer, for you see, I was on the stars’
side, so I beat the Retreat as hard as I
could, and then the army hegan to fall
back. But there were great gapsin
the line and hundreds of stragglers.
Every little while some poor star, that
had been wounded and couldn’t keep up
any longer, would go sinking slowly
down out of sight.

“O lieutenant! How sorry I felt for
them. And I noticed that the night
had grown darker, and I thought, that
is because so many bright stars were
killed in the fight, and because the
eves of the rest are all full of tears for
their lost comrades and their defeat.

“Then they all looked so tired and
sleepy that I sounded Taps at once, and
the whole army put out their lights and
turned in and went to sleep right away.

“Pretty soon I thought it was sunrise,
and I jumped up and beat the Reveille,
and while I was rattling away I thought
a part of Gen. Sherman’s army came
marching by. There were the cavalry,
with their jangling sabres, and the ar-
tillery, with their brass guns as bright
as gold, and then thousands and thous-
ands of infantry, with their muskets all
at right-shoulder-shift. And I thought
there was one splendid drum corps.
The fifes sounded out loud and shrill,
just as they used to, and the drums,—
there must have been twenty-five ot
them,—and the rat-tat-tat of the snares,
and the boom, boom of the big bass fel-
lows fairly set me crazy.

“Oh, I was wild to be marching along
with the rest! They were playing
‘When Johnny Comes Marching Home,’
and I struck right in with the old drum
and played my very best. I don’t know
what it was happened then, but I think
the drum must have got wings some
way, for it rose right up in the air, and
I with it, and we went up over the roofs
and chimneys, and the woods and the
hills; but all the while I could hear
that splondid drum-corps playing
‘When Johnny Comes Marching Home,
though I couldn’t see the troops any
more. So I kept on beating away for
dear life, for I was a little frightened .
at first when I suw how high up we
were.

‘‘But soon the fifes and the drums
began to sound fainter and fainter, and
at the very moment when I couldn’t
hear them at all—only think of it! I
looked down, and right there under us
was the very old schoolhouse where I
used to go to school. And then there
was old Deacon Ingall’s, who lives down
close by the swimming-hole, you know.
Just beyond was the saw-mill and
Charley Brown’s house and the Metho-
dist Church, and then, O lieutenant,
there was home and mother and the
children and Carlo, all looking up at
us.

‘““And then,—oh, the dear, sweet,
sweet mother!—I was down in the yard
like a flash, with my arms round har
neck, and she laughed and cried and
kissed me over and over again, and
called me her dear, brave soldier-boy.

THE BATTLE OF THE NATIONS.

Napoleon’s Military Movements and his
Blunders.

Quick growths decay quickly. Na-
poleon’s precocity astonished the world,
but his early failure of faculties is
equally wonderful. After the battles of
Eckmuhl he was barely a second rate
general. Aspern was a failure. Wa-
gram was a failure. The entire Russian
campaign was a failure: At Lutzen he
was barely not defeated. At Bautzen,
with overwhelming forces, he con-
quered, but made no prisoners. His
victory at Dresden was due chiefly to a
lucky topography. By pushing Van-
damme into peril and utterly failing to
support him, that General’s army was
annihilated. By pushing Oudinot, and
afterward Ney, too far north at Gross
Beeren and Dewnewitz, and MacDon-
ald too far south at Katzbach, their ar-
mies were defeated and almost ruined.
In short, the campaign of the Elbe was
a failure. Napoleon’s management was
bad. Even the illiterate and stupid

Blucher outwitted him.

The nations were combined against
Napoleon. Spain, England, substan-
tialiy all the Germanie sovereignries,
Sweden and Norway and Russia and
Austria, through his vicious statesman-
ship, were in alliance and were resolvel
to conquer or die. In October, 1813,
he had become much weakened by suc-
sessive disasters. The allies determ-
ined on a bold movement. Schwartzen-
berg, in command of the Austrian and
Russian forces, marched to his rear
from the south, and Blucher with Prus-
sians and Bernadotte with Swedes from
the North, made a liker movement.
Their purpose was to unite at Leipzig.
Napoleon was then at Dresden. The
allies: were immensely superior to him
in numbers. A military tyro cught to
have known that a concentration of his
forces was necessary. LEspecially was a
concentration necessary when his eom-
municention with France was threatened.
Napoleon saw clearly his peril. Weeks
before he forwarded to: his War Minis-
ter in Paris an order to inan and pro-
vision fortresses along the Rhine with a
view to defensive warfare on that fion-
tier. Yet when he saw his communica-
tions. threatened from: both north and
south and the destruction of his army
imminent, he delayed.. His mind seemed
paralyzed.

In addition torthe army which lhe: ac-
tually led into battle at Leipzig, he had
more thaa 200,000 excellent troops scat-
tered in different garrisons on and near
the Baltio and. en the Elbe.. Though
treatened with.destruction, he allowed
them to remain, and all were finally
taken prisoners. Even when he: did
quit Dresden to march to Leipzig,he had
time to collect the garrisons of Dresden,
Meissen, Torgau, Wittenburg and Mag~
deburg, making a:total of 90,000. Itis
inexplicable that' Napoleon allowed
these to remamn idle. Though: time
was terribly precious, and though. the
weather was cold and rainy, he made a
ciruitous route; by which he wasted 150!

““I cried just like a bLaby, I was so
happy. It seemed as if I never could ,
love her enough. And when I looked '
around to speak to the children, the'
neighbors were coming over from every |
direction, and they all seemed to be'!
singing “When Johnny Comes Marching !
Home.” And there was the dear old
drum beating away all of itself, just as
hard as ever it could, ‘When Johnny
Comes Marching Home.’

Isn’t it too bad, lieutenant, that ’twas
only adream? Oh, if the good God
only knew how I want to seemy moth-
er, He'd surcly make it come true. Do
you, do you really think I can start
pretty soon ?” !

He was wide awake and cheerful dur-
ing the day, and talked a great deal
about his friends and his home, but he
was evidently sinking fast. Towards
evening lie grew silent, and seemed un-
conscious of my presence. It may be
that he was listening to the gentle
voices of the angels, as they told him
life had reached its close. It may be
that the pitying heart of the Great
Father had granted the dying wish of
the brave little soul, and given him
sight, and communion with the mother
he so loved and longed for. After a
while the closed eyes slowly opened,
and he gazed steadily mmto my face.
Then, without a single trace of fear in
his countenance, but with such a deep,
pitiful disappointment in his voice that
it nearly broke my heart, he said,—

“I know mow, lieutenant. I shall
never see mother again.”

He begged that I would not leave
him, and reaching up his arms with a
feeble effort, his eyes pleaded that I
would take him in my arms. Ah! I
shall never forget the pathos of those
poor shrunken, almost transparent lit-
tle iands, or the wistful yearning of the
{nrge, beautiful eyes for sympathy and

ove. |

I lifted him gently up, and promised
that I wonld not leave him. I spoke
to him of the tenderness, the gentleness
and love of the Great Heart that holds
the lit¢le ones of earth in its special
care. He asked me to sing “Home,
Sweet Home"” for him, and as the last
note died away, he touohed my face '
with a soft, caressing motion.

he said.

hair and received his simple mensages
for “mother and the children.” And

there in tho soft gray twilight. his head
on my shoulder, with one poor little
arm about my neck, God’s messenger

took him to the better home on high.

1 the country was so level and so free

“You've been good tomé, licutenant,” |

I smoothed back the curly byewn '

miles of march; lost 12,000 men for- ser-
vice through exposeure and consequent
sickness, loitered four days at Duben
and brought his army into Leipzig ex-
hausted. He reached Leipzig Oetober
15. His main armv was posteri: about
five miles south of Leipzig andion a
slight ridge, which gave him an advan~
tage of position. Though his line of
battle was about four milss long, yet

from forests that he was able from: an
elevated point to survey the field. To:
his 115,000 men: Schwartzenberg op-
posed 160,000.

To oppose Blucher’s approach from:
the North with 60,000 (Bernadotte was
tardy) he stationed Marmcat with 20,
000 at the village of Mockern, five miles
north of Leipzig: But it was essential
that his line of retreat must be gnarded,.
and hence he: placed Margaron with
10,000 at Lindenau, about two-miles. |
west of Leipzig, to gnard the roadiand |
bridges. Bertrand withs 10,000/ was. |

'believing heart.

men had been stretched wupon the
ground dead or dying.

By hard fighting Margaron had
kept the road open Marmont
had been beaten. In one day the,

nations had been in
on three bloody fields.
lost.

Gross as Napoleon’s blunder had hee ‘\1
he now makes a Dblunder still morec
gross. Knowing that on the morrov,
the allies would be reinforced py Ben..
nigsen with 50,000 and by Benadotte witl
60,000, his manifest duty was to em .
brace the protection of darkness for an
immediate retreat. With a paralysis of
mind that puzzles history, he stood
still.  Even through the next day, the
17th he stood still. The nex* night, too,
he stood still. On the 18th the enemy,
enormously reinforced, renewed the
struggle. It isidle to describeit. Im-
mensely outnumbered, Napoleon drew
his ermy around Leipzig and insanely
gave battle. This swelled the %otal
number of killed and wounded.
in all the Dbattles of the two,
days to more than 100,000. Whe1,
night came the emperor had njo
choice but to retreat. There was buit
one bridge leading nerossthe Llster:,
On the 16th he ought to have orderad
secondary bridges to have been builit.
On the 17th he ougit to have orderecl
them. On the 18th he ought to havey
ordered them. Yet so completely un -
equal to his duties does he appear tu
have been that no bridges were ordered,
and that vast army, in the terror and:
tumult of a retreat made in presence of:
a maddened and triumphant foe, wasz
limited to one ordinary bridge. Napo-
leon gave an order to unite the eastern.
arch and fire it as socn asthe French
army should have completed its cross-
ing. He himself immediately passed
over. By and by a terrific explosion,
was heard. Through somebody’s blun-
derthe mine had been fired prematura-
ly, thousands of French soldiers were
blown into the air and 20,000 who
formed the rear guard were left to the
mercies of an infuriated enemy. The
battle of the Nations, as these bat-
tles ave called, were ended. Napoleon
was conquered and ruined His fall is
imputable, first to his bad statesman-
ship, which had the efiect tc . unite Eu-
rope aguinst him: secondly to the bad
generalship of his later career. and
thirdly to the deep and almost universal
dissatisfaction with which he came to
be regarded by the I'rench people.—
S¢. Louis Globe-Democrat.

ABOUT HEROINES.

death struggles
Napeleon wajs

Femininity the Woman’s Greatest Charm
in Real Life, if Not in Books.

From Chamber's Journal.

Most of us have heard of a certan.
thoughtful little girl who tsok Time by
the forelock, and decided that if wom-
an must have some profesion to turn
to, she would be a professional beauty.
Several women have passed the old
turnstile to public life, ané got in some-
how cn men’s tickets. Their insignifi-
cant sisters peep over the wall and ob-
serve that men who outside were the :
sounl of chivalry, begin to elbow the la-
dies within, and ungallantly assert in ,
self-defense that the ladies have elbows,
too. The icsignificant sisters will!
not enter; but if they tried to reason.
about it, they would be ‘ stumped out”*
in a moment by the oithers on thar
platforms inside. “When I hear 24
weman use intellectusk arguments
I am Jdismayed,” soys a  wise
thinker from beyond the Atlantic, and!
the insignficant crowd aforesaid and tl.e:
majority of the world agpree with him
in this, and those outside the wall find
out all at once that a weman’s unrea-
soning nature is no insipnificant charm.
“Her best reason, as it.is the worldls
best, is the inspirution of a pure and
She ‘s the hapriést
when she devotes herself, obedient:to
her patient and unselfish - nature,. to
some loved being or ligh cause, and
glory itself, says Midame de Steal,
would be jor her only a:splendid msurn-
ing suit for happinesa.denied.”

In America, where lifeis livec |dbw-

stationed in the city to aid Margaron or:
Marmont, as occasion migat regpire.. |
This was a mistake. Bertrand did|
nothing, althongh Margaron was over-
pewered and driven back. Thns, on |
the night of the 15th there were. three.
battlefields prepared. The troops. of
the allies: were burning: witlr patriotic:

hate.

October 16, 1813. At:9 o'doek i the:
morning; seventy-ume. years  ago
Schwartzenberg opened fire. Soon the
battle xaged all along tho line. For
three hours Schwartzenberg gainedi
ground slowly but steadily, Napoleon’s
right, where the battle regedifurionsly.,
was dpiven back. But at 12: the tade
turned. Napolesm m:ssed] on the
enemy’s center, datermined to. pierce: it.
Within three hcurs ha had: gained an
impcrtant advantage.. He even con-
cluded that he- had gaineda vietery,
and sent to Leipzig aa ordesr:to ring all
bells as a demonstiation of joy. The
order was promature. How Napoleon
must then hare regretted. that the 200,-
0C0. troops soattered in garrisois were
not there. Even the 90,000 that he
eould have »rdered to hisaid when he left
Dresden, ray, perhaps the 10,000 whom
Bertrand at that hour held i idleness
in Leipzig; might have turned the scale.
The necd was terrible. Thealternative
of victery was ruin. His erown was
staked on the issue of this hour.
Schuarbzenberg  recovered.  Night
closed on one of the bloodiest battle-
field of modern times, and Napole.sn’s
kmell was knolledl. The butchiery had
been awfal.
! ive out of six.

ble-quick, and wheze. every product,
from a continent downward, is cof. the
largest size, there are crops oi;over-

l taught girlhood riy» already for our: m-

spection. Womeraf the middleclasses

there can discuss.the nebulox: hypo-

thesis or the binomiixd theory: as ours

talk of lacework and the baby: Mr,
Hudson, in his:. recent “Scamper
through Ameriz,” declaress that to
eonvyerse in the railway cars
with ladies nreturning froma con-
ventions and cunferences wes-a. geauine
pleasure; an ictellectual treait But he
adds that, tkough one ceuld revere
thein, almost worship them, to love
them was cuf of the questien. For
each one of us there is same face en-.
shrined in ragmory, whose. influence 1iss
lofty as an inspiration, whose: power is;
a living pmwer, whose ibwve has becm,
stronger ‘than death, ard; wiil light an
upward path for us evea: to life’s ead.
Why is 3l this but beeguse she whom
we lovedl was a hercine? And -shat

were her characteristics? One avswer
will sexve for all—Tenderness, gentle~
ness, self-forgetfulness, suffering. The
last eharacteristic 1ay not be universak
like the rest. But the highest Yove can
i onYy exist where suffering has touched
‘ the object loved. It is one of the com-
| pensations for the manifold sorrows of
| this world of ours. The fire of trial
seems to light ap every beauty aud at-
t traction.  The life that net only loved
| much, but suffered mv.ich, has a royal
| right of influence as iong as memory
| Insts—an influence which cannot belong

Maison’s division h.d lost | to any lfe which suffering has vot
In nine hours 60,000 | crowned,

v




